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ROELF POOL

BYNOPSIS. — Introducing “So:
N Ditk Delongy ta nis in-
And hia mother, Sellna.
daughter of ~Simeon'

what seamy, but generdlly enjoy-
able. At school her chum ls Jull-
Hempel, daughter

Hempel, butcher. Smeon Is klllad
in = quarrel that is not his own:
Selinn s ninetesn years old and
Selina med

skirts of Chicago, llving at the’
home of a truck farmer, Klaas

CHAPTER u_cminuea

Sellna's quick glnnce encompassed
the room. iIn the window were n few
bardy plants In pots on a green-paint-
ed wooden' rack. Thére was'z Sofa
with a wrinkled calleo cover; three
rocklng chulrs some stark crn)ons of
Duteh’ | an-

clenta on the wall. It wes all deat,
stift, unlovely. . But Selina had known
too many years of boarding-hosse ugll-
ness to be offended at this.

Mpart)e had lighted a small glass-
bowled lamp. A steep, uncarpeted

e

'IUImt is your
- . hobby?

statrway, inclosed, led off the sitting
room. Upithis Maartje Pool, telking,
ted the way to Sellna’s bedroom. | Se-
ling was to learn that the farm Wom-
an, often Inartlculate through lack of
compantonship, becomes a torrent of
talk when opportunity presents ltsdlf.
A parrow, dim, close-smelllng hall-
way, uncarpeted. At the end of It a

ta'be Sellna's, As Its chill struck her
to the murrow three objects caught

her eyes.| The bed, a huge iand
A€ feast one hobby is ded of | not 1 walnut
car owner. Economy and com- | redred !lts somber beight almost to the

man sense demand that Iubricating oik
be a motorist’s_hobby. .
Oil welcomes miles.: It
miles at heavy road duty, MenaMoter]
' Oil prolongs the life of any motor.
ake your motor hobby
It will pay you to use only

ona ufacturing
Council Blul.l, Towa Ll'cludo, Ohlo

MonaMotor i
Oils & Greases i

Evolution of Trombone|

The trombone, from -the [tidlan
“tromba,” w8 trumpet, was formerly
called the snckbut, and is n brass -
strument, of uncertain [nvention.und
epoch, though it uppenrs (o a mang-
script of the Ninth century, preserved
at Boulogne, ns a drawing bearing

great resemblunce to the trombone
of today without Its bell, —Musle
World. !

—adry powdexmwhl!eand

tints. Packed in 5-pound
packages, xe&dy for use by
mixing with cold. or warm
Full duecuom l;.g
ply wil
an ordinary wnﬁ brush,
Suitable for all interior sur-
faces—plaster, wall board,
brick, cement, or canvis

instead of-
omine
orWall Paper .

Ak your dealer for, Ahbudnc .
colorcard or write Miss Raby
Brandon, the Alabastine Come

pany, Grand Rapids, Michigan. -

br.

ro Farma,

| méreitully, placed

room’s! top, The mattress of straw

oor opening Into the room that wes.

ing out very well She would have
such "things to tell her father—then
ghe remembered. Shejshivered & 1it-
tle a8 she stood up nO¥, There mirged:
over her a great wave of longing for
her father—for the theater treats, for
his humorous phllosopblcal drawl
for the Chlcago streets, and the UEIY
Chicago houses; for Julle; for Miss
Rister's-achool; tor apything and any
boe that was accustomed, known, and
therefore dear. She had a horrible
premonlition that she ‘was golng to
cry, began to blink vers fast, turned
a little blindly In the ‘dim light end
caught sight of the room's third ar-
resting object. A blueblack cylinder
of tin sheeting, like a. stove and yet
unllke. It was pollshed Uke the
length of plpe In the sitting-room be-
low. Indeed, It was evidently a glaot
flower of this stem. .

“What's thet§" demnnded Sellna,
polnting.

Muaartje Pool,’ deposltlng the lamp
on the Httle wash-stind preparatory
to leaving, !mllt'.l prmelully “Drum.”

“Drum?* ?

“For -heat your foom.” - Selina
touched 1t. It was lcy, “When there
is fire” Mrs, Pool .added, hastlls.
Selina was to learn that its heatlng
powers were mythleal. Even when
the' stove in the sitting’ reom was
binzing away ‘with & cheerful roar none
of the glow communleated itself to
the drum. It remalned as coolly lo-
dlfterent to the blasts! breathed upon
it as a girl \ouy bes!eged by ao un-
welcome lover.

“Maartje!” mnre{ \a volce from
belowstalrs.
male. There was gafted up, too,
falnt smell ot scorghing. Then came
sounds of a buvmpl and thumping
along the marrow | frway.

“Og heden!” ctlh“ Moartje, In
panle, her hands h gh in alr. She
was ofl.

Lett alone in her mum Sellna un-
locked her:trunk and itbok fram 1t two
ol ;a 1mitd-looking

and
edifice,

wag y of, this'
but over it Mrs, Pool ; had
u fenther :bed,
stitched and qulited, so that Selina
lay soft and warm through the,win-
ter. Along one wall stood & low chest
8o richly brown as to appear black.
The front punet of this was curfously
carved. Selinn stooped before it and
for the second time that day sald:
“How beautifut!” then looked quick-
Iy round at Maartje Pool as though
fearful of finding her laughing as .
Kieas: Pool had Imughed. But:Mrs.
Pool's face reflected the glow In her
own. 'She came over ln_Sellun and
stooped withi her over the chest, hold-
Ing the lamp so that its yellow flame
lighted up the scrolls and tendrils. of
the rurwdlsurfuce. With one dis-
colornd forefinger she traced the bold

flourishesioh the panel. “See? : How
1t makes oyt letters?” H
Sellna peered closer. “Why, sure

enough! This first one's g S
Maartje was kneellng before . the
chest now. | “Sure an 5 For Sophla.
It 1s o Holland bride's chest. And
here Is K.| And here Is big D. It
makes Sophin Kroon DeVrles. It Is
4Ny WLYS | tFO hundred yeurs.: 3y
mother she } gn\e it to me when I was
warrled, and her mother she gme 1t
to her when she wes marrled, and
ber mother; give it to her whex; she
was marrlu(‘i, and her~—"

“1 should! think sol” uclulmed Se-
llna, rather megninglessly; ‘but’ stem-
ing the torzent. “What's in 1t?{ Any-
thing?- There ought to be brige's
clothes In ft, yellow with ege

“It 1a 1" crlod Maartje Pool and gave
a lltt[a hollnce that lmperlled the
lam

"hol" The two on thelr knees sat
smillng at each other, Mde—eyed ke
schoolglrls.

“Here—walt,” ~Maartfe Pool ‘thrust
the lamp into Selina's hand, ralsed
the 11d of the chest, dived expertly
into its depths amidst a great rustling
ot old newspapers and emerged red-

lnnul skirt of silk; an age-yellow cap

. whose wiogs, stiff with embroldery,

stood; out | igrandiy on elther side; a
palr of wooden shoes; statned: terra-
cotta’ !ltkethe salls of the Vollendam
numnz boats, and carved from:toe to
heel in aidelicate and Intricate bat-
tern.’ A bridal gown, a brldal cap,
bridal ‘shoes.
“Well ald Selloa,” with lhe feel-
Ing of a little girl In a rich attle on
o rainy-dpy. Sbe clasped her hands.
“3ay, I dress up in it sometime?’
Manrtfe Pool, folding the garments
hastily, looked shocked and horrifled.
“Never must anybody dresa up in 8
bride!s dreas, only to get marrled. Tt
brings bad .uck.”
stroked the Btift siiken folds:of the
skirt{with o slim and caregsing fore-
'aner. S0 you get married to n
High! Prairte Dutchman I let you wear
| Atf thls pbsurdity they *hoth
.nuxhed iagalo,  Sellpa thought.that

acan 1o om s farmy uuman
rove. TpId progrens val ayTic
B G Snge sramery. U

P stcoman, Do 114 skees, Mim

bls lchdcl-lucmn‘ untm was nul-

faced!with!a Dutch basque and volum-’

Then, as: Selina:

men with his hat e Mttle on one side,

the other of 2 womad who might have |,

been a twenty-fivé-yeor-old Selina,
minus the courageous: jew-line. Look-
ing nbout for a fittingi place on which
to stand these leather-framed trens-
\ires she considered thé top of, the chill
drum, humorously, then actually placed
them there, for lack of a better refuge,
from which vantage poiat they regerd-
ed her with politely ‘lmerested eyes.
| Perhaps they would put up a shelf for
her. That would serve for her little

stock of books and for the plctures as’

well. She waos enjoying that little
flush of exhilaratlon thut comes to a
woman, unpecking! She took out her
neat pile of warmiwgolen undérwear,
her stout shoes.  Shi¥ ehook out the
crushed folds of the fine-colored cash-
were. Now, It hie should -have
ABut she didn’t.
ik she spread it
desing wine-col-
e nltogether

regretted its i
No one, she reflecte
rosily on the bed, pf
ored cashmere cdu
downeast. |
From below stalr
 trylng. Selina “uhe, {In the chitl wa-
‘ter of the basin,:too | down' her halr
and cofled it again béfore the swimmy
little mirror over the Wash-stand. She
adjusted the stit¢hed ‘white bands of
the severe collar and-patted the cuffs
of the brown ledy's-cloth. The tight
basque was fasten¢d with buttons from
throat to waist. ‘Her fine long head
rose above this u)lng base with such
grace and digaity as to render the stiff
garment beautiful: - Itiwas a day of
appalling bunchlness ; nnﬂ equally ap-
palling tightness in dreus of pannlers,
gallobns, plastron,” ‘mers, bustles,
il manner of lumpy. bedevilment. That
Sellna could appear n:this disfiguring
garment 4 crenmre’mll gracetul, slim,
and pllant was a ;i eer triumph of
spirlt over matter.
She blew out thei’
scended the bteep W )den statrway to
the unlighted parld ! e door be-
tween parlor and ki 7l
Sellna niffed senslt, le)y. There was
pork for supper. sm.wua to learn that
there was always pork ‘m- Bupper.
* She hesltated & moment there In the
dorkness, ‘Then she opened the kiteh-
en door, There awam out at her o haze
of smoke, from which emerged round
blue eyes, guttoral talk, the smell of
frying grease, of stable, of lorm, and
of woolen wash freshly brought in from
the line. With en Inrush of cold alr
that sent the biue hate into swirls the
ter kitchen door opened. A boy,
hjs arm plled high mth stove-wood,
entered; a dark, handsome sullen boy
who stared at Sellna over the armload
of wood. Selina stared back at him.
There sprang to life between the boy
o
al

‘nn the mss of

twelve and the woman of nineteen
h eléctric current of feellng.
“Roélt,” thought Selina; and even
tookia step toward hlm, {nexptleably
drawn.

"Hurry then with t\nt wood there[”
fretted Manrtje at the stove. The boy
flung the lml L\IID the bax brushed

The (bice of the hungwy |

T T
tits sleeve and coat-front mechanically,
still loaking at Selina. .
Klaas Pool, already at table,
thumped with bis knife. ‘Sit down,
teacher," Selina - hesltated, looked at
Maartje. Maartje was holdiog a fry-
ing pag aloft in one hand while with
the n(her shé thrust and poked a fresh
stick of wood into the.open-ldded
stove; (The two plgtails seated them-
selves nt the table, set wlth Its red-
checked cloth rnd bone-handled cutlery.
Hoelf. flung his cap on o wall-hook and
sat down. Only Sellna and Magrtje re-
mained standing. “Sit downl Slt
down!" Klaps Pool said zgalo, jovlal-
Iy, “Well, how 18~ cabbages?® K He
chuckled and winked. A duet ofi tit
ters from ‘the plgtelis. Alaartje gt the
stove smiled; but a trifle grimly, one
might hnve thought, watching her, Evl-
deritly ‘Klass bad not hugged his joke
1n seerbt. Only the boy Roelf remeined
ursmlilng. Even Selina, feeling the red
mounting to'ber cheeks, smiled  little,
nervously, and sat down with some
suddenness. .
Magrtje Pool now thnmped down on
the table a great bowl of potatoes fried
in grease; ' platter of ham. There Was
bread :cut {n chunks. The coffee Was
rye, toasted in the oven, ground, and
taken without sugar or cream. Of this
food there was plenty. It mado Mrs.
' Tebbitt’s Monday night meal seem am-
brosinl. Sellna’s vislons of chickens,
oly-koeks, wiid ducks, crusty crullers,
and pumpkin ples vanished, uever fo
return, She had been very hungry, but
now, 8s she talked, nodded, smiled, stfe
cut her food into lpfinitesimal dites,
did not chéw them o well, and de-
spised herself for being dainty.
“Well," she thought, “it’s golng to be
differant enough, that's certaln. . .
This 18 & vegetable farm, and t.hey
don't,eat vegetables. I wonder why.
. » o What a plty that she leta herself
look jMke that, just because she's o
farm!woman. Her hair screWwed loto
that knob, ber-gkin rough and neglect-
ed. That hideous dress. Shapeless.
She's’ not bud looking, elther. A red
spot |on elther cheek, now; and her
eyes 50 blue. A lttle Jike, those women
{n the Dutch plctares father took me
to lseo. in—where?—where?—New
Yorkj years ago?—yes. But that wom-
an's \tnce was placld. This ome's
strnlned Why need she ook like that,
frowsy, horrld, old! . . . The boy Is,
somehow, forelgn-looking — Itallan.
Queer. . . . They talk a good deal
like some German neighbors we had In
Milwaukee.  They - twist sentences.
Literal translations from the Duteh, I
supppse.”
- Jakob Hoogendunk, Pool's hired
hand, was taiking. .Supper oter, the
men | sat relaxed, . plpe In mouth.

“Fields of Cabbages—What You Said
~They Ars Beautiful Ho Stam:
therad, ?

Magrtje wes clearlng the supper things,
Mxh Geertje and Jozina making a
greal pretense at helping. If they glg-
gled lke that In school, Sellna thought,
she would, In time, go mad, and knock
thelr pigtailed heads together,

Roelt, at the fable, sat poring over
a book, ome sim hand, chapped and
gritty with rough work, outspread on
the cloth, Sellnn notlced, without
knowing she mnotlced, that the ‘fingers
were long, slim, and lhe bmken nails
thin and: fine.

Selinn ‘wonted, suddenly. to-be’ alone
in her room—in the room that but an
hour before had been a strange and
terrifying chomber with lts towerlng
bed, its chill drum; 1ts ghostly bride's
chest. Now it had become a refuge,
snug, safe, lofinitely desirable. She
turned to Mrs, Pool. “I—I think Tll
£o up to my room. 'I'm very tited. The
ride, I suppose. I'm .not used . ;.
Her volce tralled off. .

“Bure,” sald Maartje, briskly. She
had finished'the supper dishes and was
bugy with & huge bowl, flour, a baking
board. "Sure go up. I got my bfead
to set yet and what all.” .

“It T could have some hot water—"

WRoelf! Stop once that reading and
show school teacher where i3 hot wa-
ter, Geertjel Jozlna} Never in my
world did I see such.” She cuffed z
convenlent pigtail by way of emphasle.
A wall arose,

“Never. mind. It doesn't matter.
Don't bother.” Sellna was In a gort of
panic mow. She wanted to be out of
the room, But the-boy Roelf, with
qulet swiftness, had ‘taken a battered
tin pall from Its hook on the wall, had:
1Ufted an iron stab at the bnck of the
kitchen stove.- A mist of steam arose.
He dipped the pall into the tiny reser-
Volr thus revealed. Then, as-Selina;
made a8 though-to take ft, he walked
past her. She heard him ascending
the wooden stalrway. She wanted ‘to
be after bim. But first she must know.

Lho name of the book over which he

had been poring. But betywen ber 4
the book' outspread on the table were
Pool, Hoogendunk; ‘dog,” Ypigtalls,
Maartje. She polnted with a ‘deter,
mized xoreﬂnqer. “\What's -that, boox
Roelf was readlng?” |

Maartje thumped a great ‘ball of
dough on the baklng board. Her arms’
were white with flour. She kneaded!|
and pummeled expertly, “Wocrﬂen
boek."

Well. That meant nothing. qurden
hoek. Woorden b— Dimly the mean-
ing of the Dutch words began to come
to her, But it couldn't be. She
brushed past the men In the tipped-
back chelrs, stepped over the collle,
reached across the table. Woorden
—word.  Bogk—book. Word book.
“He's reading the dictionpry!” Sellna
sald, aloud. “He's rerding the dlctlon-
ary!” She had the horrible feellng”
that she was 'golng to laugh and oy
at once; hysteria,

Selina. flung & good-night over her
shoulder and .mede for the stairway.
He should have all her books. She
would send to Chicago for books. She
would spend ber thirty dollars a month:
buying books for him. He had beew
reading the dletlonery!

Roelt had placed the pall of hot
water on the little wash-stand and had
Iighted the glass lamp. He was intent
on replacing the glass chimney within
the four prgngs that held It fivm.
Downatairs, in the crowded kitchen, he
bad ‘seemed quite the man. Now, In
the yellow lamplight, his profile sharp-
iy outlined, she saw that he was just
a small boy with tousled halr. About
his cheeks, his mouth, his chin, ope
could even see the last faint traces of
soft infantlle| roundness.

“He's Just a 1ittle boy” tHought Se
1na, with a qnick pang. He was about
to pass her now, without glancling at
her, his head down. . Sbe put out her
hand; touched bis shoulder. He looked
up at her, his face startlingly alive
his eyes blazing, It came to Selins
that untfl now she had naf heard bim
speak. . Her hend pressed the thin'|
stuft of his coat sleeve.

* “Cubbages — fields of cabbages—
what you said—they are beautiful,” b
stammered, He was terribly In earnest
Before she could ‘reply ke was out of
the room, clattering down the stairs. -

Sellna stood, blinking a little.

i The glow that warmed her now em:
dured while she splashed sbout. in the
Inadequate bnsin; took down the dark
soft messes of her’hair; put, on the
voluminous Jong-sleeved, high-necked
nightgown. Just before she blew out
the lamp her last gllmpse was of the
black drum stationed ltke a patient
eunuch in the comer; and she could
smile at that; even glggle a Httle, what
with weariness, excitement and & gen
eral feeling. of being awnke in 4
dream. But onca 1o the vast bed sbé
lay there utterly Jost In the waves of
terror and loneliness that envelop one
at night In a strange house amongst
strange people. She llstened to the
nolses that | came from

Pmter’s Slck Stomach
and Headackes

. v Almosi Cost Job

Mr, K. M. Cillins of Woodh
N. Y, sy, rﬁnmad of ploddxng
through my work wearily on account
of sick headaches and sour stomack,
X now enjoy good: health and ambition,
can do more and' better work and life
is worth fiving. ‘I have mever before
given my name to advertisc 8 medicing,
but you cannot imagine how different
1 feel since 1 dxscnvex:d Carter’s Little
Liver Pills”
* Carter's Little{Liver Pills tonic the
whole system’ through the’ liver and
bowels, They act as 3 mild and cffec-
tive laxative, in'a g:ml: mnn:r withe
out any bad after ¢ff

Recommended and for smle by all -
drug stores.

Don't take cbanc
belng 1ald ©p \’u:
Fink

your horses or males
Distemper, Influensa,
e:

stondard_rem:
o sd earn, | Give “EPOLIN'S” for Dog, Dis.
temy 65 centapund $1,20 at Oruz Atores.

Ke ay fﬂ! ‘burns,
cuty, sorex, worads, bruises,
chap cmered
Botl. pie, zadfelo
eal ap] Ilﬂllnh
tomln]vue\;mlu ‘ale'nu;.
Sroup, Tombago, TAT10086
Teisuade

lut\wmblnnd wm:u:L.-
eoptic, ealing, D
ing dr

voleces gruff, unaccustomed; shrill
high. These:ceased and gave place to
others less accustomed to her cliy-
bred ears; a dog's bark and an answer
Ing ome; n far-off traln whistle; the
Qull thud of hoofs stamplng on the
barn flcor; the wind in the bare trea
branches outslde the window.

Her watch—a gift ifrom Simeon
Peake on her "eighteegth blrthday—
with the gold case all beautifully en.
graved wita n likeness of a gate, and
a church, and a waterfall and & bir
linked togettier with splrals and flodn
tshes of the most graceful description,

was tickIng ‘away companionably ua- |

der her pillow, She felt for It, took i1
out and held It [n her palm, under hes
cheek, for camfart.

She knew;she would not sleep that
nfght.  She knew um would -not
sleep—

She awoke to a clear, cald Novembel

|dawn; children's volcex; the nelghing

of horses; a great ulzzung and hisslng
and scent of frying baen; a clucking
and squawking in- the barnyard. It
wasg six o'clack. 5ellnn’| flrst day es a
school teacher. 4 llttle more. than
two bours she \muld be facing n.whole
roomful of round-efed Geertjes agd
Jozinas and Roelfs. Tﬂa bedroom was
cruelly coldi As she tirew the bed-
clothes nside Selina dwelded that it
took an appalllng amouft of cournge—
thig life that Slmeonvi'l'lke had called,
a great adventure.

Anyway, Sellne finds a Kin-'
dred soul In Roelf, who also
thinke cabbages beautiful. -

(TQ BB CONTINUED.)
—

Scientific Future. Love

The matrimonial reports of our day
are undertaking to put love on a sound,
sclentlfic - basis. Lot us :skip .a few
hundred years and behold-the synthet
fc romance:of a oufhiand a maid of
some generatlons to mme. ‘The young
man, armed with & ‘a tape

Bologna:'War Victim

The small - proviuce of Bologna,
Italy, 15 feellng the effect of the war
tn the curtalliment of its principal in-
dustry—the runnus Bologna -sausage.
The popular vl Y had spread through-
out the worldi’pd It was exported
fo large quantil’s, but nov the bigh
Import tariffs af’f the depreclated cur-

rencies have ended thls prosperity and -

thé market js cbafined to Italy, where
a sandwich wiit invariably be found
to, contaln a slice of Balogna snusage.

Sure Relief
" FOR INDIGESTION

25¢ AND 75¢ ‘;icmezs EVERYWHERE
DR. HUMPHREYS?
6 & Gumy 99

=
The Messenger’s Part
A steel vest'Is'to be provided for
bank messengers, but they are ex-
pected to iuljnls)l the Iron nerve them-'
1 9 Amerd

measure and the DRsns of making 8
blood test, goes to eall upon the lady
whose charms bave attracted him. ‘He
taps a vein, listens to the: thump of
her, heart and to the ‘wind | whistling
through her bronchiw tubes and ends
his labors with a cérful examinagion
of the soles of ber feet. Batisfied with
the showlng he mnkes n request” for
o klzs and obtalns ore duly byglenized
through a strainer *fhipped from &
vanity bog, That fy, he: does unless
the young woman wafllops bim Instend.
—Toledo Blade. .

Mozart

It 18 doubtful If anybody \mowﬂ ‘the’
exact spot wliere Mozart Is burled. A
violent storm was raging at the time of
the funeral, and the hearse went Its
way unaccompanled fothe churchyard
and his body wis cOmmitted-tn ‘tha-
paupers' corner. In 1833 the clty-of
Vienna erected ‘on the probable spot l
monument to his muury.

Three Genérations Find Beech-
. am’s Pills the Only Rcmedy

Faye d Beech-
mmn. his BT e
4ot nausente e,
.1 d them benefclal to my .
one hﬂ;{.\; i ho inheried ber
fathictt wrk wormach, There motcedy
P ot wn Becchums Pl T have.
e ochery withovt 7a
Mn. Al Humnl\m Metbuen, Mass,
BE Al e 417 Casal Siront New York
Bay frofn yy or droglit 13§ and’soa boses

Fay:onxdp( jon, Mlisumess, sick headaches aad
digestive ailmenys take

Bee;cham’s Pilts

SINOL

Soothing and He‘\lmq
Househ 1d Ointment)

"x ha
childre:




